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The Conſtables < {rip from A Turn. Stile 10 5 ick s- Hai 


[thin the ſpace of 1:{s than half a Mile 
From than moſt noted, and as antient, Stile 
Where People are made Deaf by Criſpin's Crews, 


- 


In bawling out, Sir, do you want new Shoes? 
And by the End of which great Thorough- fare 
Villains to Tyburn Monthly do repair: 

A buſie Conftable, they ſay, do's dwell, 

Whom many of his Neighbours wiſh in Hell, 
Becauſe he's very Saucy, Impudent, 

Ambitious, Prodigal, and Inſolent. 

We don't deny, but that it is his Right 

To be ſole Monarch or the King ct Nie ht; 

But when his Pride aſſumes to rule | by ig 

We are not bound his Precepts to obey- 

He long hath aim'd to be a Magiſtrate, 

But, like an Almanack that's out of Date, 

Good Men of Reputation do not mind 

The Wiles which Cod's-head had for Fame deſign'd; 
His Betters will not Fame on him beſtow, 

Who really do's not Law nor Goſpel know ; 

And as b'as but of Honeſty a Sketch, 

His Conſcience really wou'd like Leather ſtretch. 

This Fellow, truly, very well may paſs 

Was you co fee his Ears, Sir, for an Afs; 
*Tis cruc that Clod-pate do's to Sence preten; 
And wou'd the Common- wealth = Wit defend 
But was we to Anatomize the Dun 

Brains in his Head we ſhou'd nor "3 J an Ouncc. 
As for his long Staff, how he uſcs that, 

And when, and where, and how, and why, and what, 
I know not; but with ſhort Staff this ſame Whisk 
In Morning Gown will {tatley ſtrut and frisk 

From Dan to Beerſheba that Folks might fee 

A foppiſh Coxcomb in Authority. 

In Converſation he is gravely dull, 

Which makes his heat of Emptineſs ſo full, 

And if you talk to him of that that's fine, 

"Tis juſt I ke caſting precious Pearls to Swine, 

No On cer look d with better Grace and Air, 

Then this ſame Con/table, when in his Chair, 

With all his Drones about him in the Nig be, 

Where he in Booze and Snoring takes Selinhs. 

In Preſſiing Times he was a buſie Elf, 

In ſending Men where he durſt not bimſelf 

Attempt to go, leaſt he ſhou'd looſe his Blood 

In doing for his Queen and Country, Good: 

But yet a Trip to take it was his Fate, 

From Great Turn-Stile to Hicks's- Hall of late, 
Where by that Bench a mighty Thing was wrought, 
A ſaucy Fop they to good Manners brought. 
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